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I watched those lithe and lovely forms
That raised the leaves in storms.

I watched them leap and run,

Their bodies hollowed in the sun

To thin transparency.

That I could clearly see

The shallow colour of their blood

Joyous in love's full flood.

I was content enough

Watching that serious game of love,                 i

That happy hunting in the wood

Where the pursuer was the more pursued.

To stand in breathless hush

With no more life myself than tree or bush.

ANDREW YOUNG

BABY TORTOISE

You know what it is to be born alone.
Baby tortoise !

The first day to heave your feet little by little from

the shell,
Not yet awake.
And remain lapsed on earth,
Not quite alive.                                                     20

A tiny, fragile, half-animate bean.

To open your tiny beak-mouth, that looks as if

it would never open,
Like some iron door ;

To lift the upper hawk-beak from the lower base
And reach your skinny little neck
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